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There is a stage for a journey,
but where is the stage for escape?
There is a destination for pilgrims,
but where is destination for refugees?
Who can give shelter to refugees
who run away from shelter?
Who can give courage to those
who run away in panic
seeing their own shadows?
The bed is the end of the walk,
but, for this walk there is no bed.
There is neither end nor meaning
for this walk,
yet it is not a waste.
There is beauty and joy in the walk,
there is rhythm, rhyme and metre.
Let us go alone, singing.
I will show you the stars,
standing on a deserted jungle-path
on a summer-eve,
when hot winds cool down
touching
the cold heart of darkness.
"Behold, there is the pole-star,
see the chaste Arundhati."
Let us catch glow-worms
gliding in the shades of trees
on a rainy night,
and leave them to their fate.
If the rain lashes at us,
stand beneath the branches
of a banyan tree.
Go when the rain stops.
See the winter-mornings,
the tender golden brilliance,
and the conversion